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CONTAINING 


I. His coming out of the eſt of England, being put under the 
Care of his Uncle, a Mzadleſex Juſtice. 

II. His Learning at eſtmin/ter-School; and his Creeping to Bed 
with the Maid, for fear of the Spirits. 

III. His going to Braſen-Noſe College at Oxford; being expell'd 
for his 7 and Return into the Country; with his 
Whoring, Roaring, Ranting, Swearing, Fighting, &. 

IV. His coming again to London; falling among Pettifoggers, 
and Solicitors; and the Diſputes among his Friends, whether 

he ſhould be a Prieſt, a Lawyer, or a Phyſician. 

V. His following all three ſucceſſively; and his vaſt Improvement 
in each Faculty, eſpecially that-of a Cuſhion-thumper. 

VI. — Natural Philoſophy; other natural Parts, and natural Im- 
pudence. | | 

VI = His Converſation with old Bauds, young Whores, and Town 

arpers. : 

VIII. His ruining his Reputation, Eſtate, and Conſtitution. 

IX. His Pains, and Repentance; Sickneſs without Pity ; and Mi- 
ſery without Mercy. 

X. His Death. by a Halter; Burial by a Dunghil; and Funeral- 
Sermon by a converted Rake of Covent-Garden. 


The whole interſpers'd with innocent Mirth, good Morals, and tos 
much of the Author's own Experience. | 
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PROGRESS of a RAKE: 
on, THE. 


T E N P LA 5 Exit. 


> HS . _ nn 1 


0 AN T 0 1. 


Ae HERE vd ih Weſt e ſo groar 
In Learning, Body, and Eſtate; 
His Head, or Guts, could not contain 
The vaſt Ideas of his Brain: 
With ſuch Rapidity they flow'd, | 
And ftretch'd the Place of cheir Abode, f 
As made dhe Man above a Load; 
For tis obſerv d, the over-wiſe 
Have Noddles of ; a monſt' rous Size. | | 
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But by Advice of Footman Harry, 


* E 
His Coach and Belly made a Pother, 
As one was made to hold the t other; 
Which ſhould be carried, which ſhould carry; 


A 
A 
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The Coach was metamorphos d ſo, 

Twould hold his Head and Body too: 

His Sheep and Oxen, Sons and Daughters, 

Who ftar'd, and run, and eat like Tartars, 

Were wild for want of Education ; 

Dick was moſt poliſh'd, moſt in Faſhion; 

Dick was the Fav'rite of his Dad 3 

Dick was his Mother's only Lad; 

Dick was deſign'd for ſomething great; 

For Dick muſt have the whole Eſtate: 2 

Dick wore a Hat with filver Lace; ; 1 
Red Tops of Shoes did Dicky Grace: 

And Maſter Richard wore a Chir. | 

Terlin, and Ruffles like a it: 
And Dicky being thus equip'd, 1 
At Home, or School, nor beat, of hip d, | 
He grew as rampant, and unlucky, 1 
N * and Doll, and Kate, and Sukey, J 


DW ET TS oo MA af ad 


As 


[5] 
As fatten'd Colt, defign'd to be be e | 
A ſumpter Nag for Quality. 
Dick's Roguiſh Tricks, and Boyiſh Pranks, 
In Daddy's Noddle ſtood i in Ranks; 
That when a Viſitor or two, | 
To ask Squire Roger how doſt do, 
And drink a Cup of Ale ſhould come, 
This was aſſuredly their Doom, 
There's my Boy Dick, the ſaddeſt Cur 
That e'er you heard of. Hark'e, Sur, 
Wl cell you what, he does ſuch SERGE 
The Country round of Dickey rings : 
Laſt week he overturn'd a Barrow, 
And turn'd, then drew away a Harrow, 

And had you ſeen him you would laugh, 
Ha, ha —— It was old Dobſor's Calf, 
Dick ſaw it drinking in the Pond, 
Of ſuch a Boy who'd not be fond. 9 
He takes of Pepper ground a Handful, 
never ſaw a thing ſo Manful * 

e lifts the Tail up, by my Soul, 

And claps it in his Sh——g Hole; i 


_ = She laugh'd fo heartily the cry d; 5 


01 


The Calf ſo danc'd, and kiek'd, and flew, 
It made me laugh till I did ſp- w. A ditt 
His Mother too, 1 thoyght ſhe'd died, 7” N 


Now what can I do that's amiſß. 
For ſuch a witty Boy as this? 
Adviſe me, Friends; come, Neighbour, nb ye, 
Will he not be a Biſ—p think ye? 

Or elſe a Judge, or elſe a Mayor, 

Or elſe perhaps he'll,be a Player; 

For t other Night he gat a Gon. 
He borrow'd of a Wench. in Town, _ 
And frightned us, we could not bear i it, 
For _ we thought he was a Spirit. 


Tir'd with Squire Richard 8 Wit, a Friend 
Advis'd, he would to London ſend 
The Boy, as ſuiting his Deſerts, 5 5 
To be brought up with Men of Parts; 
The Wag faid this pecauſg he fg was, . 
Of ſuch a filly Plague as Dick Was, 


And | 


[7] 
And thought if ever he was once hence, 
We ſhall not hear or ſee his Nonſenſe ; 
Tho' this Advice was thought for good; 
Mankind, alas! is Fleh and Blood, 
And thinks with many an aking Heart, 
How can I with my Idol part. 
The Father figh'd, the Mother cry 'd, 
But Dick muſt not his Talent hide; 
He's too much Wit, why ſhould we balk 
The Boy amongft the Country Folk. 
At laſt, with many a Struggle and Pain, 
Wich Folly indulgent, Folly vain, 
O'recame the other. Dick was call'd 
From Cart he in the Yard had haul'd, 
And ask'd, if he had rather ſtay 
With Mamma, and his n'own Dadda, 
Or go and be brought up in London, 
Where all are quickly done or undone. 


Dick never ſtayd to heſitate, 
Or think a while, or ſcratch his Pate, 


But 


441 

But anſwer 4, Auy, to te Londanz Auy ; 

They eat no Bread of Wheat and Rye, | 

But as our Steward ſays, as White | 

As any Curd ——and there all Night 

And there the Coaches rattle, and there 

Is Sutherik and Barteldom Fair, 

And there's Foll $ Church, and there's che Thames, 

And there 1 ee 1 forget their Names; ; 

A thouſand things our Tom, has ſeen, ; 

And there's the King, and there 8 the Queen; 

Do let me go when Coach or Wagon | 

Goes, from the Bell or from the Dragon. 
Bleſs me, faid old 4 Rue, bear | 

The Boy talks as if he'd been there. 

Boy, thou ſhalc go, thy Uncle' s Care 

Will make thee fit to be my Heir; 

He'll teach thee Law, and every thin g. 

And make thee fit to be a King. 

Only take care, Dick, mind your ſelf, 

Your Uncle is a ſtingy Elf, 


es, 


While Dick was thinking what a Meſs on 


[9] 

At Dinner eat while you can ſtaff, wr 14 
There, Supper ſeldom is enough. 

This ſaid, a luſty Cake was made, 

Againſt Dick was to Town convey'd ; 

And all his Uncles, Aunts, and Couſins, 

Flock'd in to take their Leave, by Dozens ; 

Whilſt Dick cut Capers, overjoy'd, 

And laugh'd when all the Boobies cry d. 


E — · . 


c ANT O I. 


IC XZ. when's Uncle did approach 
To meet him, was without the Coach, 
Driving with Jebu, in the Box, 

Calling upon the Plague and Pox: 

His Uncle chid him; Dzcky bluſh'd ; 

And both in Tears together guſh'd. * 


The old one then, read Dick a Leſſon; 


B - The 


* 


And much 


| Victuals will make you dull and muddy: 


You ſhall have neceſſary Chear. 


L 
The Fire might be, in Pot of Kettle, 
For Hunger ſtung him like a Nettle. 


Nuncle, faid Dick, you talk ſo fin, 
When do you dine 


O fy! my Couſin, you muſt be 
A Man of Learning, and like me: 


You muſt employ your Time in Study, 
However, Dicky, never fear, 


Dick look'd at this a little dull, 


And ſaid, I love my Belly full, 


And always had it, or our Kate 
Has felt it on her Arſe or Pate, 


To break Dick of his Rural Sports, 
His Uncle ſhew'd him Inns of Courts v0 
Bid him obſerve how grave, and wiſe, 
They look d, and with what piercing Eyes 
They view'd each Client, as to ſay, 

* Autunn, Friend, muſt be my May. 


FT ny 
He would have talk'd more learn'd and deep, 
But Dicły ſeem'd inclin'd to ſleep; 
He therefore found the only way, 
Was to indulge the Rogue at Play; 
Then ſent him to the Learned School 
Of Weſtminſter, to cure a Fool. 


This done, the Lad was well content, 
And quickly in his Element; 
In Roguery he ſoon refin'd, | 
The ſaddeſt Dog he's not behind, 


| Dick ſcarce had been to School a Week, 
Before he put the Girls to th Squeak ; 

And Dick ro know, ſeem'd very Intent 

How high the Clocks o'th' Stockins went; 

And then advanc'd to feel, or ſee 

The Garters, o'er or under Knee: ary 
This made the young Dogs Chaps to water, 
Like Spaniel o'er forbidden Platter; 

And fain he would advanc'd much further; 

But fear d the Girls would cry out, Murder, 


B 2 Diel 


[12] 


| Dick told his Mind to Peter Sly, 


A comical unlucky Boy, 


And Peter promis d to aſſiſt 
Him with a Morſel for his Fiſt, 


And ſo forth, if he lik'd the Ware, 
But to be ſecret he muſt ſwear; 

Dick made no Bones of that, he ſwore 
(The eager Boy would have a Whore). 
And ſoon his Brother, Peter Sly, 
Found him a Girl that was not coy ; 


And Dick thought then 'twas in his Power 


To ride at twenty Miles an Hour. 


| The Girl, with whom out Dick was merry, 
Liv'd at Mill-Bank, near Horſes- Ferry, 
Known by the Name of Little Teazer, 


Ere Dumpling-headed Dick did ſqueeze her; 


But when ſhe had the Country Squire, 
Her Title rais'd a little higher, 
Twas Madam; and the am'rous Boy, 


X All his Invention did employ, 


/ 


To 


1231 
To get her Nicknacks, Rings and Laces, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould hinder his Embraces, 
And to this End his Uncle's Pocket 
Muſt ſerve the Baggage and the Blockhead, 
And Dick would ſend his Dad a Letter, | 
How well he did, and ſhould do better, 
If he had Money to appear 
Amongſt the Lads of higheſt Sphere. 
This Peter Sly dictated in 
A Language prov'd a happy Ginn, 
The Daddy ſent him Crowns and Spankers, 
Enough to get, and cure the Shankers ; 
Till Nuncle found his Country Couſin, | 
Was after youthful Follles buſling, 
And watch'd poor Dicky, till he found 


His Footſteps on forbidden Ground. 


Now Dick muſt never ſee his Dear, 

His Uncle took ſuch care of her; 

For being in the Peace-Commiſſion, 

Hard was her Fate, hard her Condition, | 
In Limbo's diſmal College ſhe 
Was beat and beat alternately. 5 
Whilſt 


TW9 


Whilft Diel was kept at Home, to'draw - 


Warrants for ſuch as break the Law, 
And write Noverint Uni vverſi, 


On Paper ſtamp'd, the Lord have mercy, 
Dick blunder'd, Uncle overſeen, © 


Client ignorant, what they mean: 
Next Age may wrangle .and diſpute, (EX 
For Lands, whilſt Lawyers ſteal the Fruit, 
But Dick had taſted Sugar-plumbs, 
And now could only ſuck his Thumbs, 


! Lhe Prodigal on Dainties fed, 


| Reduc'd to mortifying Bread, 
Without a Chicken or a Lark, 

He ſweats and ſwears, ſo did our r Clerk, 
But Satan always has a Lure, 

To make, and keep his Game ſecure, 


Dick eyed his Uncle's ſervant Maid, 
And ſoon diſcover'd that the Jade 
Was full of Blood, and us'd-to ogle, 
And did not ſeem as if ſhe'd bogle 


Atl 


At 
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[ 5 ] 


At his becoming of her Humble 


Servant, to take a loving Tumble, 
And as Our baſhful Leachers grin, | 


And ſneer when they've a taſte for Sin, 
So Dick would caſt a Leer and Blink, 
Then give a fornicating Wink; 

And leſt ſhe ſhould not take him there, | 
He'd put aſide a Lock of Hairr. 
And ſtart as if he did eſpy, 

Upon her Bubbies white, a F ly. 

And go to ſtroke it off, not ſeare i it, 

A Slap che Bubbies could not bear it. 

He next would meet her on the Stairs, 
And catch her _—— O Dag! unawares, | 
And laſt when all were faſt aſleep, 

He to the Huſſey's Bed did creep; 

But oft repeating this Amour, 

The Uncle catch'd them, for the Door | 
Stood on a jar, — What Fools are Lovers, 
The Heat, th' Intrigue always diſcovers 


[ 26 ] 


He fetch'd a Whip, of anger full, 

And acted like a flogging Cull. 

They jump'd from Bed, and' ran and roar'd, 
The Devil, a Spirit, faid-Dich4, O Lord! 

I Came here Spirits to avoid, 

And here is Hell and the De'l beſide. 


CANTO III. 


Las! What is is a harmleſs Creature, 


Example, Cuſtom, Appetite, | 
Conſpire to do the Wretch-a ſpite, 

For let 'em promiſe e er fo much, 

If he but ſmell, or ſee, or touch, , 

The Senſe affected, ſpurs him on, 

Till all his Reſolution's gone, — 
And tho like Man he can diſpute, 
He's but a reaſonable Brute, 


Loaded with Clogs of Humane Natare, 


f x7 } 


No wonder then ungovern'd Youth, 


Who, Calf like, has a Sugar Tooth, 
Nor Senſe, of Reaſon can controul, 
Shall run the hazard of his Soul, 

To ſearch for Sweets in dirty Holes, 


Poor Dich, thy Belly is thy Devil, 
To tempt thee to all ſorts of Evil, 
The goings in break thee from rule, 
The goings out makes thee a Fool. 


Dick being caught in bed as foreſaid, 
And beat as blue as Sign o th Boar's-head, 
He beg' d to leave this wicked Place, 

And go where honeſt Uncle was 

In virtuous manner educated, 

So he to Oxford was tranſlated, 

And there the Place for him they choſe, 
Was famous College — Bragen - Neſe; 

If Accident, or elſe Deſign 

Directed this, I can't divine. 


C 


But 


181 


But certain tis, both Man and Mettle, 
Do beſt with their own Species ſettle, 
And Herd together natural as 
The Hogs in 3 and gun th at Graf 
> 
Here Dich, becauſe of 5 Skull, 
Was nicknam'd firſt, The Moon at full. 
But ſoon, out- doing their Outdoings, © 
They call'd him, Brazen Overflowings ; 
For when they acted ſome Exploit, 
And Dick was worth thought to know i it, 
He led the Van, advanc'd the Fun, 
And brought the Rear up when he'd done. 
No Tavern, Inn, or common Ale-houſe, 
But wiſh'd poor Richard at the Gallows, 
For Wives and Servants, Girls and Daughters, 
Muſt keep a Padlock on their Quarters; e 
If Dick came in the way to mouze em, | 


s 


Or in the Fields in Coveys rouze em. 
Dick once was over Head and Ears/in Love, 
And wanted to be Hand in Glove, 


With 


oY -t 
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th 


With Mrs. Pet. in the Bar, 

But Husbands oft ſuch pleaſures Mar, 

The Cuckow never was at reſt, 

For fear ſome Bird ſhould foul his Neſt. 

And watch'd like an Evil Spirit, FR 

Till Dzc& could not, nor would not bear i it, 
Ods Wounds, faid Dick, Blood where's your Manners, 
No Hide was ever at the Tanners 

So naul'd and pichl d, as Pl maul ye, 

If you come here before I call ye. 

You know, you Dog, I love your Wife, 

And Love, you know, ſhould breed no ftrife, 
Then let us drink, then go aſide 

In Manners, whilſt I kiſs your Bride. 

But Dick might's well have ſpoke ta Poſt, 
This Manners did not ſuit our Hoſt, 

He call'd him Reprobate and Rake, 


And ſwore as faſt A ſpeak. 


At chis Repulſe Dick took a Poker, 
Sufficient for a Brewer 8 ar 


C 2 And 


Ask'd Dick why he was fo untoward, | 


He'd neither be an Ox or Aſs. 


120 1 


: And laid ſo at him without bounds, 


The Man was nought but Blood and Wounds, 
Murder, he cry'd ; murder, ſays Diet; pop 


But then appear'd a Painted stick. | 
The Beadle ſeiz d the Furioſ. 1 
To make appear what made him do io, | B 
And When Vice Cha=—r and Steward, l 


His whole Excuſe. was this: The Man 
Had got no Manners, If de can 
Prove but one Grain of Condecenfion, 

T'll paſs your Monſbips Reprebenfion. 

The Hoſt provok d at this Aſſurance, 
That he might not eſcape from Durance. 
The Story told at large Verbatim, 

How Dick would to a Beaſt tranſlate hin 
And all his Breach of Manners was, 


„ tf WW Fa, 


Dick then was read a ſober Lecture, ne 
That fince he'd Whore, and Swear, and Hector, 


He 


1 * 1 
He muſt forthwith depart the College, 
As void of Grace, as void of Knowledge. 


Dick then went down, in ſober Sadneſs, 

To Dad, and there receiv'd with Cladneſ; ; 

By all he's ready to be fwallow'd, we 

Cauſe he was ſuch'a mighty Schollard ; | oh 

And fince they ſo adrir'd his Parts, e 

Dick ſhew'd his Learning, and his Arts; 

For Drinking, Sweating, Ranting, Roaring, 

Bull-baiting, Fighting, Cocking, Whoting, 

Dick drove the Countty all before him ; 

And now they hate that did adore him: 

No ſooner Dick appears at Revel, 

But all cry out — The Devil! The Devil! 
ces, Flails, and Dungforks, all to work, 

\s if to fight the Pope or Tait; 

And fearing Dick ſhould here be flain, 

He's ſent by Dad to Town again. 


CANTO 


[22] 
CANTO TW. 


HIS Saying i in Dick's Noddle ran, 
Tt is Expertence makes a Man: 


ET es he concluded, with Reflections, 3 
Now he was got above Directions 


Of Parents, Uncle, or of Friends, 


And that his Will ſhould form his Ends, 
He to this Purpoſe firſt made his Tours 
With Pettifoggers, and Solic' tors, 


And look d with them for little Chu 


Who gave chem either Caſh, or 4s 6 | 
As they diſcover d, or were blind, 


To what the ſorry Knaves deſign d. 
The Raſcals had a Houſe of Call 


In Seſſions- time, at Hicks's Hall, 
That when they ſpy'd a Man a fretting, 


They were ſuch ready Rogues a — 
They cry, Your Bus neſs, Sir, be brief; 


HFave you a mind to ſave a Thief, 
Or hang an honeſt Man? Tl do 


Your Bus'neſe to a Hair for you; 


* 


d 
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And when I've penify'd this Quill, 
I'll draw Inſtructions for your Bill; 
Il have it Billa vera found, 
Ere you can turn a Bumper round: 
Thus Fools are bubbled, to ſupport 
The Knaves that ſcarce dare ſee the Court. 


They had another Office daily, 
To give Attendance at Old-Baily, 
Where, with che ſame Aſſurance, they 
Made Knaves their Friends, and Fools their Prey. 


Dick's Uncle, tho' he lov'd to draw 
Mountains from Men, for Mites of Law, 
Yet theſe are ſuch poor little Biters, 
That with mean Scrubs in Alleys loiters; 
He vow'd, tho' Dick was Fool and Aſs, 
He ſhould not always live at Graſs * 
And loaded Dick with Benefits, 
As brought him ſomething to his Wits, 
If Wit he had, for ſome diſpute, 
If Dick was either Man, or Brute; 
1 But 


I [ 24 ] 
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But Dick like Man appear'd, and Drury, 


Reſounds with Dicky's manly Fury. 


Dict's Friends now heard, and judg'd aright, 


If thus he liv'd,. Eſtate good- night; 

| Good-night to Health, and Reputation: 
Only Good-morrow to Dam n: 
They therefore each made Propoſition 


How Dick ſhould live, in what Condition. 


The Father firſt propos d a Parſon y 


But that was what Dick turn d his Arſe on, 
And ſwore, for him to ceaſe from Ranting, 


And fall immediately to Canting, 

Would be a Leap too large and fudden, 
He firſt would eat a Peck of Pudding, | 
And that might have ſome Influence 

Upon his Learning, and his Senſe; | IF 
Since all our zealous Cuſhion-beaters, 
Or moſt, are mighty Pudding- eaters. 


His Uncle bid him take his Bock, 
And ſtudy Littleton and Coke ; 


With 
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"ay 
With Tom-a-Stiles, and Fohn-a-Noaks, 
And not ſtand preaching, with a Pox. 
But Dick would rather chooſe to look 
The Deel i' th Face, than ſee a Book, 
And plainly told him, that twould rack 
His Brains too much — he'd be a Quack, 
And cure Diſtempers, or he'd kill; 
And that would be to cure em till. 
A Quack, ſays Dick, muſt lye and ſwear, 
Speak big, and like a Lion ſtare: 
This I can do, ſays Dick, and therefore, | 
P11 neither hear your Why nor Wherefore: 
And if at laſt, by Art of Killing, 
I cannot keep in Purſe a Shilling, 
I ſhall have learn'd the Knack of Bawling, 
"Twill ſuit me for another Calling. s 
Be it the Pulpit, or the Bar, 
The Lungs of vaſt Advantage are, 
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To mix up Vitriol and” Water, 


Did to his Grandeur much contribute; 
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e Ap Sack ei It' 
| 
D ICK now was Twenty Years ir Ape, E 
; When. in Moorfields he built a Stage; T 
Procur'd a dext'rous comic Fool, | 
T 

To act the Farce when he was dull, 

To tickle ſilly Peoples Gills, 

And roll his Alves into Pills; T 


To melt down Rofin, and to ſpread 
Plaiſters for Aches in the Head; 


To make ſore Eyes, when naught's the Mater; ; 
And with a Card, and ſomething fulſorne, 
To make a Shilling Box of Balſom, 


And thus equipt with cine Twiſt, 
Embroider'd o'er a Piece of Liſt, 
And ſew'd on Dicky's Sunday-Coat, 
He look d like ſomebody of Note; 
His Wig — 1 do not love to Fib it, 


[ 27 ] 
Ir's faid the Hair weigh'd full three Poung, 
And hung in Ringlets near the Ground; 
Tho' Dick was tall, and twas ſo full, 
To keep all that was in his Skull, 
That neither Forchead, Checks, or Ears, 
Through the great hairy Buſh appears. 


F ; 
Dick mounts the Reſtrum, and he bow'd 
Three _— to e his Friends the Crowd. 


Gat ſays Dick, I come not here 


To make my Learning great appear; 
To Latin, Greek, and Hebrew 7s 


To me, like other Languages 


T's out of Pity and Compaſſion 
To all poor Objects in the Nation, 
T come, and not to make Oration. 


Were fold —— ſays Dick, This will not 40 
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Howe' er, «he came, and came again, 


And vaſt Succeſs in Cures would feign; 


But Dick knew nothing of the Pranks + | 


That practis d are by Mountebanks ; 


Who, whilſt the Mob they are haranguing, 


Their Partners, who are born for Hanging, 
Are buſy, diving in the Pockets 

Of idle, and unthinking Blockheads: 

Or could a Teſter now and then, 

Support a Brace of idle Men ? 

No, Dick, by Obſtinacy led, 

Had took the wrong Horſe by the Head: 
He ſhould have learn'd a Clap to cure, 
And then, to make himſelf ſecure, 


Have got a hearty one, and then 
Gone down to native Place again, 


There to diſperſe it round among 

His Father's Tenants, Old and Young: 
The Jobbs would then have been his own; 
But D:c& in Phyſick was a Drone. 

He then to Uncle goes once more, 

Who ſays the ſame he ſaid before; 


And 


nd 
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And Dick obey'd, tho' but in part, 
He hated ſtudy at his Heart. 
Yet, Intreſt joined with the Pence. [a 
Made Dicł in Law a Man of Senſe, | | | 
And Dick a Lawyer did commence. 


But tho' he left his Bully roaring, 
He kept to private, decent Whoring. 
And once upon a Time, poor Dick, 
Could. not eſcape a ſcurvy Trick; 
A Lawyer ſure may without harm, 
Talk freely on the Time of Term ; 
This harmleſs Richard did but mention, 
One Night he ſet aſide for Wenching, 
A Girl ſaid, prithee, Sir, do you 
In Time of Term your Buſineſs do ? 
Why faith, ſaid Richard, that's my Pleaſure, * 
Its then I ſeize the ſhining Treaſure. 
She ſtoop'd, and put her Hand behind her, 
Un'wary Richard did not mind her, 
She took the Member-mug, and flop 


Comes all on Richard, Juice and Sop. 
Amaz d 
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Amaꝛz'd he ſtar'd as ſtruck with Thunder, 


And ask'd her in the Name of Wonder, 


What that was for? — She ſaid, ſhe'll tell him, 


And with the Poker went to fell him 


5 Down Stairs he jump'd, or rather tumbled, 0 
And in the Street he ſwore and grumbled; 


His Terms were very hard, ſince he 
Too talk of Terms could not be free; . 


And Law henceforth might go bth' Devil, 


Since it had brought on him this Evil. 


Now he reſolves to pleaſe his Dad, 
But one Misfortune made him fad, 
He could not be ordain'd by Prelate, 
The Brazen-No oſe his deeds could relate, 
However, by Advice of one 
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Who ſtood his Friend, he turn'd Noncon, 
And learn'd the artificial Draw, 

The ſudden Rapture, and the Bawl, 
The Rattle in the Throat, and Snufflle 
In Noſe, fo needful for a Buffle. 
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He'd prove all Sects were full of F laws, 
By Spiritual Twiſting of his Jaws, 
And draw the Holy Siſters in, 
At the Original of Sin; 
That is, when he "was at 4 Chriſtning, 
And all the Liquor d Goflips lining, 
He'd prove that he had Gifts and Graces, 
Beyond the B—ps in high Places, 
That mongſt his People he'd deſpenſe, 
The Spirit's Heav'tily Influence. 
And all that did what he expected, 
Were ſure as Eggs are Eggs elected, 
And would be ſav'd, or he'd be damn'd. 
And thus he got his Belly cramm'd. 


CAN To VI. 


TICK now by turning up his Eyes, 
Had learned to Philofophize, 

And 'twixt the Hem, and Sneeze,” and Cough, 

He'd imitate it well enough. 
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An ugly Accident tho hap'd, 


When Dick but juſt eſcap'd being trap'd, 
One of the wiſeſt of his People, 
Who! us'd to fit beneath the Steeple, 


Till Love of Change, and Touch in Brain, 


Call'd for the breathing of a Vein, 
Which being careleſly put off, 

He fell in Love with Hem and Cough. 
This Enthufiaſtick in a Dream, 


Muſt give his Paſtor Dick a Theme, 


And told him, 'twas a real Viſion, 


- And he from Hea—n had Commiſſion 


To tell him, he muſt preach, and prove, 


4 


Whether or no by Laws above, 


'The Man who was reduc'd to pine, 
To fave his Life, ſhould Clip and Coin, 


And in the Action ſhould be caught, 
Should be for this to the Gallows brought, 


This puzzled Dick, and ſadly vext 
Him, how to find a proper Text, 
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And then that Text how to apply, 
Did all Dzic#'s Wit and Learning try. 
At length, a lucky Thought came in 
Dick's Pericranium, how this Sin 
Exceeding Sinful was, and thus 
He prov'd it — 7? (it's ſpoke to us) 
Shall make no Marks, or Cuttings in 
The Fleſh —— I prove it thus a Sin 
But firſt you muſt know, I'll apply 
This as a deep, dark Myſtery. 
It's meant to cut the current Coin, 
A Trick in which the Fews combine; 
And I could prove, if I was willing, 
That he who pares and cuts a Shilling, 2 
Does Circumciſe it. Now this Nation, 
Under a Goſpel Diſpenſation, 
Needs no Moſaical Remains. SN 
We're free from Rabbies and their Chains; 
It's therefore prov'd Coiners and Clippers, 
Will all be pinch'd with Satan's Nippers. 
But ſome will make Objection here, 
My Propofition was not clear. 

ll E 


1 5 If you are hang'd, the Fault's not mine. 


Did Coin inſtead of Fleſh apply, 


L 34] 
Let's ſec your Shillings round and large, 
Then you'll eſcape the heavy Charge 


Of Circumciſing Britiſh Coin. 
If not, as I am a Divine, 


At firſt when from the Subject! : 


A Prieft ſhould always clear a Doubt; 
And thus I make the Meaning out; 
Take you a Shilling 1 in your Hand, 


And reaſoning you will underſtand, 

| There's eight Pence Fleſh, and four Pence Bread; 
It's hard to take it in the Head, 

But in that Hand you then do hold, 

What for a Shilling's to be ſold. 

The Shilling then is Fleſh and Blood ; 

The Fleſh i is only underſtood. 

Again, if in the litral Senſe, 


You would have me infer from hence, 
We muſt not cut our Fleſh or Meat, 
We ſhould like hungry Maſtifs eat. 


nor 
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Another Quœre too may ſtart, 
Which I ſhall clear before we part: 
That is, it may be ſaid the Text 
Is not with Myſteries perplex d; 
It means, we muſt not Mark or Cut | 
Our ſelves —— To which I anſwer, But 
There's no Occafion to forbid _ 
What Few nor Chriſtian never did. 
And now I think he muſt be cunning, 
And go to Burleſque, or to Punning, 
That finds another Meaning out, 
han this, which I have been about. 
It now remains, I tell you, that 
As Care will kill a Dog or Cat, 
It will kill me if you don't ſhew 
hat Spirit other People do. 
ſtudy Night and Day for Souls, 
Buy Books, and read em too by Shoals, 
It's now a Month, fince I from hence 
Did mention your Benevolence; | 
hen ſhew your Chriſtian Zeal i' th' Plate, 
Twill be a Key to Peter's Gate. 


E 2 CANTO 
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CANTO wk 


OW Dick could Preach, and Ditk could Pry, 
And ſing too, as a Man may fay, 

And tho! he did each Part but odly, 

He was beloved by the Godly; 

And Dic#s Diſcourſe was very ob, 

When it was little wnderftood, . 

Howe'er he took a deal of Pains, 


Without exhauſting er his Brains. 


Tf Brains he had; the' they are necdlefs, 
Enthuſiaſts are always Heedfteſs, - - 
And never mind what's falſe or true, 

So be it ſomething ſtrange and new. 

A ſtrangl'd Chicken, or Black-pudding, 
That's eat in common with the Blood in, 
Is a moſt damning Sin, no doubt, 
And brings the Palſey, and the Gout. 


Your trifting Sins, as Envy, Malice, 
Adultery, Fraud, Baekbiting, all is 


Nought iſ 
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Nought but what Saints &er fince the Fall 
Have practis d, and if they but baul 
Againſt them, ſo as to deter 
The Wicked from them, they aver 
Their Part is done, for the Profane 
Muſt ſerve, and let the Godly reign ; 
And all are Godly that can cant, 
The Wicked this Perfection wart. 


This Dick had learnt, it was his Cue, 
And he had found out who was Who; 
With one he'd dine'on Pig and Muſtard, 


With Deſerts fine, Cheefe· cake and Cuſtard, 


At which he'd labour till he'd ſweat; 
Poor Dick! thy Pains were very great : 
At Turkey, Capon, Geeſe, and Ducks, 
He'd ſhew his Liking by his Looks, 
And indefatigably'd follow, 


Where both the Man and Meat were hollow, 


What Pity tis when People's pleas d, 
And Prieſt in ev'ry Caſe is eas d, 


.. no En TS 


SE + Bp 
That they ſhould ever part! 2 Alas! 5 
The Saints all weep; this is their Caſe. 


Dick's Father dy'd, and all was Dick's, - 
And now he needs not play his Tricks: 


Off goes the Band, off goes the Veil, 

The Siſters weep, Dich s Fleſh is frail; 

He begs they will excuſe his Stay, 

Tho' he'll not preach, for them he'll _ ; 
And when he's got the ready Rhino, 

He hopes they'll ſee their lov'd Divino, 
And be as happy, and as merry, 

As Farmers dancing Hy down . 


Dick vriev'd. fo much for F ee Death, 


He was the ſtup1d'ft Dog on Earth: 
Sorrow, they ſay, is always dry, 
Dick wanted Moiſture in his Eye, 


For tho' he griev'd, he could not cry; 
Dick therefore call'd for Pint and Bottle, 
And Pint again, to make a Pottle; 
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And Bottle again, to make it odd; 
And then he'd ſing, then ſwear by ——— | 
His Heart would ſurely: break with Grief, 
A Bottle more e muſt W bee? E 

Thus Dick; twixt Orief a and Bottle hurried, 
Forgot his Father lay unburied. 
Forgot his Mourn ing, and forgot 
All Action, but to be a Sot. 
Mean time his ſtupid Indolence, | 
Began to prey upon his Senſe ; 
He'd kick and cuff, then ſleep, and ſwear 
He ſaw his Father's Spirit there; ; 
And when the Money came to Town, 
Which made his Father's Coffers grone, : 
He fell to ſuch Extravagancies, 
Such wild Chimeras, idle Fancies, 
The Man muſt be as blind as he 
Who could not read his Deſtiny. 


A Baud i'th* Hundreds coax'd the Cull, 
Whilſt thus he lay, of Whimſies full, 


1 
And ſuch Temptations did procurſg. | 
She had him, and his Money ſures E 
And when he lag'd, or ſeem'd to think | 
Of Daddy dead, and dying Chin.. — 
Vp came freſh Bottles, and freſh Glaſſes, 
And what chey falfly call freſh Laſſes. 
(Our Youth too often find em ftale, 
And ſting without a Coat of Mail.) 


When Dick was thus ſurrounded, ſome II 
Would in a courteous manner come, | 
And beg his leave that ſame young Nobles 
(Tho they were Gameſters, Bites, and Bubbles,) 
Might ſhare his Pleaſures, hear his Senſe, 
And be — they would be the Expence. 
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Dick ſcorn'd by Nobles to be treated, 
But not by Bubbles to be cheated, 

The Dice were rattled, Cards were dealt, 
But only Diet the Loſings felt: 
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And all the while, to ug him in,; 
Each ſwore he'd rather loſe than win. 
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1 C K's Preaching and his Praying now, 

Were turn d to wallowing like a Sow, 8 7 ON 
In miry Holes, and dirty Ditches, I 
Amongſt deceitful Whores and Bitches, 


Witches, F mean, tho' ſure there $ no Man hag 
Will call a common Whore a Woman; | 
They're ſuch degenerated Devils, | 
From Nature, that their monſtrous Revels | 
Can never be out-done in Hell, _ : 
Where Sinners d d, and Devil yell. 
To ſee a harmleſs pretty Youth, bf 

Moſt happy in his native Truth, 
To London come, with no Defence 
Againſt them, but his Innocence; 

| F:= Caught 
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Caught by theſe Sirens curſed Wiles, 
Feign'd Love, and counterfeited N 
Would it not grieve a Stoick's Soul, 


To ſee him wreck'd and burnt f a Coal; 


Drain d of his Vitals not a Penny 


Left of a plenteous Patrimony; 

Then left to painful Operations, 

Without a Friend, wirhout Relations; ; 

Hard Fate i it is, tho very common, 
Contriv' d by what Heay' n made, a Woman. 


Poor Nick, thy "EL were never great, 
The leſs we pity thy Eſtate; 

Thy Innocence was never known, 

Thou waſt a moſt unlucky one; 

And hadſt a ſtupid Education, 55 
Therefore chou t g no Transformation. 
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Vet POL an Object art of Pity, 
To all who hear thy faral Dirty. 
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By this time Dich begins to , ny | 
His Fate, by Fulbam's High and Low; | 
And that the Cogging of a Dy _ 55 
Had made his Heaps of Guineas fly; 
That all the Kiſſes, and the Hugs, 
He had of late from ſucking Bugs, : ED 
Were nothing but Delufions dire, | | 
Fuel to ſet his Soul on Fire, 5 | 
And leave him founder'd in the Mice 
He to the Virtuous dare not cry; 
The very Wicked from him fly; 
Confus d, he knows not where to wander, 
Yet wants more Money till to ſquander ; ; 
Such an Infatuation this, 
That tho' our Ruin *fore us is, 
Our ſelves we flatter, and are flatter'd, 
Till Hopes are with our Money ſcatter'd, 


Dick now wants Money, and muſt have it, 
For his Eſtate, he cannot fave it, 
But the Reverſion he muſt ſell; 

Poor Devil ! thou art near thy Hell : 


FP a: Thou 


COILS 


Thou haſt a little melting Gold, A 
Too hot, alas! for thee to hold; r rraagg Lb 

It goes to ſome Occonomiſt, © 
When thou haſt ſhook i it off thy Fit; 1 

And it is clap'd again in Coffer, . 

Till ſome wild Heir, like thee, ſhall offer; ; 7 p 

Ar lawleſs Pleaſure then i it goes, 7 
To purchaſe real feeling Woes. 


Dick promis d now his Life to mend; 


But Wretch, he wants ſome real Friend | ; 


To help him with Advice, and bring „„ 
off choſe who to Deſtruction ſing him; 

But all deny him, and are cold, 

Since his Eſtate is bought and ſold; 

He therefore goes reverſe once more, 

To ſooth his Troubles with a Whore, 

Is met again with open Arms, 

And drowned in Dalilab's Charms; 

And drinking till to baniſh Sorrow, 

He fits in Sodom and Gomorrah. 
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that 


Till Plagues come down upon him quick, 
And none to ay, Alas poor Dick. 

His Noſe, his Throat, his Back, and Shins, 
All preach Repentance for his Sins; "BY 
And that which. was chief Inſtrument 

To make him Sin, does now repent - * 

Of Stings like Conſcience, and it weeps, 
Both when he wakes and when he ſleeps; 
It girds him till he grinds his Teeth, 
Above it ſhoots, and underneath Þ— 
Hangs ſuch a Load —— ſuch Bags of Sorrow, 
Pandora might a Box full borrow, 
They'd overrun Pandira s Box 

With Plagues, and fill her with a Pox. 


This is thy Caſe, alas! poor Dick! 
Take Phyſic, Sp—w! O! Sick, Sick, Sick! 
Thou'lt run with any Man i'th' Land, 
Vet thou canſt neither walk nor ſtand. 


[46] 
CANTO. NK. 


Sad Source of ae Yrs Ils. 


The Journals he in hopes peruſes, 
And one damn'd Advertiſement chuſes. 
. The Potion's little, and not dear, 

A Bolus ſmall of Montpelier, 

And two, or three, or four of theſe, 
Made up about as big as Peaſe, 

Will cure a flubborn Gleet. O brave, 
Who'd not be Clap'd ſuch Cure to have. 
Directions given Gratis, where 


The Door is Green, vg Harry near. 


Dick ſends a round Half Crown for this, 


In hopes with greater eaſe to Piſs, 
And with, this little Specific; 
To reinftate his poiſon'd ——— 


10 mounted in a Gartet high, 15 
0 Curſing his Fate, poor Dich, does lie, 
By Poiſon” d with naufeons Draughes and Pills, AE 
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D—2 it, fays Dick, this is an Aſs Age, 
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He reads the Treatiſe given Gratis, 


To know exactly how his State is, 


And there he ſees a doubtful Paſſage, 


And I'm an Aſs; Plague take the Quack, 
What Loads he lays upon my Back. 
This little Bolus was to cure me, 

As Advertiſement did aſſure me; 

And now if I am red or ſore, | 
There muſt be ſeven Shillings more, 
To cool the Part by Uſe of Lotion; 
Curſe catch the Doctor and his Potion. 


Let's ſee how't ſtands: — O Blood and Thunder 
I dread this muſt be cut aſunder. 
Gods! here's a Cord. and here's a Lump, 
The Doctors will not leave a Stump: 
I ſhall be Circumcis d i th 
Tho' I am neither Few nor Gentile. 


Well, as I'm red, and as I'm fore, 
ITU hazard ſeven Shillings more. | 
| This 
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This Treatiſe 1 is, - — Come le me ſee, F #6 


Is there no other Charge or Fee: 
Tf that the Skin ſhould break or fret, 
Some Ointment at this Place you'll get, | 


We Charge is not extraordinary ; ; 


The Soreneſs from the — 'twill carry. 
But for a Blind at the Green Dore, 

Ask for an Ointment for a Sore. 

Tf further Boils or Blotches riſe, 

And you'd be well, you niuſt be wiſe, 

A Powder at the Place above, 

Price eighteen Pence, the Boils will move, 


And ftill keep taking Bolus's, 
And you'll be better by Degrees. 


A Plague confound the Quack, ſays Dick, 


This Treatiſe makes me Mad and Sick. 


What will the Preparations do? 


How muſt I in this Garret Rtew ? 


My Money gone, whence muſt I get 


The Cole for Cure ? — It makes me Sweat, 


It muſt be fo. — My only Coat, 
That made me once a Man of Note, 


> — ww a mT > 2 — 


BB. - 46 42M DK. © 5 - 


— =» 


TJ 
This Coat which had both Wit and Senſe; 
And had a mighty Influence | 
At Balls, the Play-houſe, and at C— | 
Where I in Splendor did reſort : 
This very only Coat of mine, 
To work my Cure I muſt reſign; 
Then go thou prettieſt Coat in Town, 
And lay in Limbo with my Gown, 


Dick's Grief was now too great to hide, 
He fat him down'o'th' Bed, and cry'd, 
Ah! Woful, miſerable me, 

That can't one Grain of Comfort ſee | 
Where now are all my Whores, falſe Friends, 
Now they have ſerv'd the Devil's Ends; 
Not one appears; my Brother Rakes 

Have left me too in diſmal Jakes, 

Eternal Curſes, Pox, and Plagues, 

Bring em to Poverty and Rags; 

And when they're in a Garret rotten, 

May they be then, like me, forgotten, 


his G Had 
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Had I again my Health and Riches, 
How would I maul th'ungrateful B 


But all is gone, and I deſerve 
In Garret thus to rot and ſtarve. 


This faid, his Land-lady and Bear-head, 
Who had been liſt'ning on the Stair-head, 
Came bouncing in, and foam'd like Boar, 
Bidding him go off, and pay his Score; 

She'd have no naſty, pocky Fellows, 

Dribbling her Sheets with Greens and Yellows, 
If he would go ſhe'd ſend his Box to him, 

If not the Beadle, with a Pox to him, 


Should come and deal ſome hearty Knocks to him 


0 
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CANTO X. 


TICK thus overwhelm'd with Pain and Care, 
He hangs his Head in deep Deſpair, 

Sobs, cries, and beats his Head and Breaſt, 

That have ſo many a Harlots preſs'd; 


Then ſwears, then prays, then cries again, 
Then ſwears in Rage provok'd by Pain. 


Which he reſolved to have ended 
Wich his Toledo, but it bended. 
A Knife he ſought for round the Room, 
But where no Eatables do come, 
A Knife or Fork is ſeldom found, 
So Dick eſcap'd the Gullet Wound. 
And truly it would be a Sin, 
To wound that ſoft and tender Skin. 
But Dick had Romiſh Reſolution, 
And ventur'd hard at a Contuſion, 
Againſt the Wall he ran with force, 
Enough to kill a Carman's Horſe. 

G 2 But 
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But our hard-headed Hero, Dick, 
Beat down the Chimney-piece of Brick, 
And felt no more of hurt in's Head, 

Then if he had been made of Lead. 
Dick then a Nail i th? Wall eſpy' d, 
(The Harlot's Progreſs to it ty'd,) 
And thought, had he a Rope he'd fix it 
To th' Nail, a proper Place for's Exit ; 
And dying, turns his A—e upon 
Thoſe Whores by which he was undone, 
The Devil put it in his Head, 
There was a clever Cord to th' Bed, 
In which to Love he'd die a Martyr, 
More noble than in ragged Garter, 


Dick took the Devil's Hint, and there 
Took the laſt Refuge in Deſpair, 
And hang'd himſelf as decently, 
As if 't was at the Triple Tree ; 
Without that Cowardiſe, a Qualm, 
Of Life departing dying Pſalm, 


The 


he 


[53] 
The Rope he fix'd beneath his Far, 
And neither cried or piſs'd for fear, 
But from a Stool his Body whirl'd, 
And dying, curs'd and d d the World. 


Thus like a Hero Dich did ſwing, 
A prettier Spark ne er grac'd a String ; 
And till the am'rous Youth was ſtrangled, 
Beneath Moll Hackabout he dangled. 
The Coroner and Jury call'd, 
And ev'ry Circumſtance o'er-hawl'd, 
The Verdict was, Felo de ſe : 
Tho' all in this did not agree, 
One ſaid, he muſt be running mad, 
Look here, ſaid he, but view the Lad, 
Does he not grin, and cock an Eye? 
His Tongue between his Teeth does lie; 
His Mouth diſtorted, and his Chin 
Cock'd up like Virtuoſo's Grin ; 
He therefore muſt be Melancholy, 
His Face betrays ſo much of Folly, 


And 


[54] 5 


And Melancholy's a Degree 


Of Madneſs. — Now T'll prove, ſaid e | 


This is a Running Mad: ſee here, 


Does not the Running plain appear? 
But Dick had none to pay che Cole, 


For Chriſtian Conſecrated Hole, 
Which made him in a Dunghil fling, 
The Lump 'of ſuffocated Ling ; + 


And there without falſe Tears, or Grief 


That's counterfeit, they Dicky leave. 


Only a Brother, once a Friend, 
That heard of Dicꝶy's fatal End, 
Reſolv d to make a learn d Oration 

O' er D:cky's Corps, in Roman Faſhion, 
Since Dick like Valiant Son of Rome, 
Ne'er ſtaid to wait, but met his Doom. 


HIS 


oO OJ aw DAI 


HIS 


IS TERS and Brethren, Dick, our Friend, 
At length, with Courage met his End : 


And don't he merit an Harangue, 
Who did thus yoluntar'ly hang? 


Courage is an Heroic Glory, | [+ 
And ſhines immortally in Story; 
And tho Hiſtorians it has ſcap'd, 
If great Men kill'd themſelves, being clap'd, 
Who doubts but this the ſecret Cauſe 


8 Of Cato's Death, and others was? 


\ 


% 
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What did the famous Ariſtotle, 
But drink too freely oer a Bottle? 
When he had Shankers and Corde, 
And all to cure, he jump'd i'th' Sea. 


4 


And tho' he was an A ſculapius, Hp 
And mov'd Diſtempers with a Capias, 
A Clap was found too hard to ſhake off, 
It was — they knew not what to make of; 5 

Et 5 


And therefore when they hang' d or n 101 

The 3 of a Wee were found. ec 
This in tim a eden antique, ; 

Why ſhould we reckon Dick was frantick? 

Heroick Dicł could not this croſs over, | | C 

And therefore dy'd like a Philoſopher. 


Poor Dick! thy Back, and Head, and Shins, 
Will no more pain chee for thy Sins; : . 


% 13. 34 ö 


ta i 


8 more vil Sharpers make a ey 
ot thee, and bite the Cull at Play; 
No more will Baud, or treach rous Guile 
In Drury, palm thy Thining Gilf, 
And tell thee forty theuſand Lys. | | 
mme e e — 


F. : 
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And ſtrange i wt chefs abbey 
vet by cheir Wiles we are decrivd: 
Sure there's ſome Amulet; er Spell! 
In Drury Whore, that's made in Heu; ; 
Or by a magnetick Attraction; | 
L We re drawn, ha ed wand Action 
None ks Fon ow ec eng ; 
Good Liquor, and a little Noaring; 
And think a Liſe is nobly ſpent az 
Wich Whores I hail EE” . , 


Bur diving Jades, his nib 4 Sallies; 
Inn 3 from Pam Alleys, 55 
No 0 N be? In⸗ 
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ia and make 3 18 11342404 oP 


And never barter to embrace, 


i 


50 Bu 
Of all that a W ond Du > oaks: 11) YT! 
n 4D fot] live YO 07) 
ke Ad ank ot 
Much worſe than our ee Fas | ar les ba Nx. 
aff zie ei doit] NA 
1 May Ae in Want 15 e die, By 
Firſt loſe a Noſe, and then an 4 8 
And not have Courage or che Power 1 1 © 
To drown or IO chenſles bore, | II. 
5 ert Wan 1070 n 5 it Tl 
Some common Evidence ſhall ; + BM 
$0 hard, they can't the Gallows ng wan 52705 
Tho! they are innocent the while; 
Thus may 998 18 __ others * Fon WT! 
Baut thoſe dear promp: Gil, wha ""—_ Fey 
Our Fancies, for a very little JA 
A Pound of Tea, or Bit of Lace, . D 
H 
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But tarry till it's froely given, 


98 Theſe bete when has Lin Hem | | 


Whoſe ſole Delight's to give us Eaſe; 
And ſure there-is not one above, | 
But when W Love for Love. 


Poor Dick: f chou bad ſt 3 wretched Lack, 
They call'd thee Honey, Dear, and Duck; 
Thy Sweets they ſuck d, but Acids thou 
Muſt reap, and glitt ring Guineas fow, 


Sad Product! What a Pity was 
Thou didſt not live! but, Fleſb is Graf. 
Hadſt thou o'ercome thy latter Pangs, 


And once more made thy learn d en 5 
Duſting the Cuſhion in a Cloke, 


How like an Angel would& av ſpoke! 


ut 


Rs - 


Ts Perambulationg, and Repentance; 


1 
Ease thou badſt deariy learn'd, | 


And Knowledge im deep cings chou dſt = 
What Flocking, and what Crouding had 
| There been to hear thy wilt-and mad 


And what a heavy dam gentence 

| Thoy'dſt lay 1 the Drury Strumpets under, 
The Saints would call thee-Son of Thunder; 
They d force thee to their Tables daily, 

And ſtuff thee full, and dreſs thee gay, 

| And place thee in an Efbow-Chait, 
Thi Adventures of cy! Life to hear. 


And if twas told a little Smutty, 
And reliſſr d ſomething of the Fhuri, 

The Saints would love thee ſtill the berter, 
Thy Lectures love on Humane Nature, 
And they have Liberty to joke, EE 
When there's a r ſanctifying Cloke 
In Company - —— then there's no Eyil, 
A Parſper $ Cloke e Wil fright the Devil. 


? 


„ 
But ahl poor Dick? all Plagues ſurround theg of 
At once, how ſhould it but confound ther, | 
Then thou courageouſly didſt ſteer, 1 
Fo what the ga en, 


